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Author's Notes: 

The inspiration from this came from the First Arsch cover picture, which varenoea sent me the link to during 
one of our post-by-post discussions. (Thanks again for the reading work, by the way..) 

"Okay!" Paul peered into the camera. "One more time, old man! Now get on that bike and ride!" 

A grumble. "Watch who you're calling ‘old man’, short-stuff” Till waved the bicycle seat in his hand and put his 
feet to the pedals. "You're lucky | agreed to do this little stunt in the first place." He rode past on the train 


tracks. "One, two, three-wheelso, how about now?" He hopped back off the bicycle and reattached the seat 
where it belonged. 


A grunt. "Well, at least these days we have Photoshop, and digital cameras." 
Till shook his head. "How bad was it?" 


"Look" They huddled together, and Paul flipped the camera over. "These are the last ones we did. You look like 


you're having a heart attack in three of them. This last one-totally fake cheesy grin" 

"| had a ‘totally fake cheesy grin’ on the album cover, too. 

"Yeah, but back then it looked cute on you. Now its just.cheesy” 

"It was cute? You never told me that before." 

Paul, it seemed, had the decency to look sheepish. "Well, | thought you were cute at the time” 

"Oh, really.” An eyebrow arched 

"Come onl Even then |." The words trailed off, and the guitarists eyes went wide. He then frowned and 
appeared to be contemplating the earth under his feet. "Well, you know, | never really thought about that, 
but. 

"But what? You're either teasing, or you thought | was good-looking.or something’ 


"| never said that! | said | thought that, at the time you did that album cover, you were cute." 


"Come on" A mist turned into light rain. "Whatever you thought back then, that isn't the same as now..unless 
you're trying to tell me something. You aren't, right?" 


Paul's face contorted, and he stared off into the distance, far beyond the train tracks and the field, until he 
finally broke the silence with a breath. "I didn't think anything of it then, but now..it's like the second verse of 
the same old song. We've known each other too long for bullshit, and you know what..you're not cute anymore." 
"Good to hear that. l'm not what anyone would call ‘cute’, really." 

‘lm just thinking.. Silence reigned once more, and as Paul's eyes glazed over Till took the camera and put it 
back in its case. The bicycle now stood, resting against its kick-stand, on the tracks, and the singer cleared his 
throat. 

| was wondering if we're done out here, actually. It's..raining, and you're done taking my picture-right?" 


"You don't remember when we did the Family Values tour, do you?" 


"Yeah..mostly, | remember there being a lot of trouble with American laws. Funny what a night in jail will do 


for your live show." Tillts voice faded. "I try not to think about that part, though." 


| was thinking of something else. We were backstage one time with the guy from Orgy, and | think he kissed 
you." 


"Well, he did. | remember it, unfortunately." 

| was wondering..what were you thinking when you guys did that?" 
"You wanna hear about that now, man? Are you sure?" 

"Now sounds good." 


"Honestly? All | could think was, he wasn't my type, but you know-it was just a kiss. You know what? | think | 


was right." 

"So, /was right. Your type's got breasts." 

"Not necessarily." The rain fell harder now, soaking them. "I mean, looking back..." 

"What?" 

"Maybe I'd have done more than a peck on the lips if things had been different.lets just say it's like you 
said.about the second verse of the same old song. If that guy then had been.someone else-you know..maybe 


you, for example.." 


"So this is the part where you sing about your unrequited attraction to a band-mate. Get to the goddamn 


chorus, already. I'm freezing out here." 

"Well, if you insist.here's your chorus." Till folded Paul into his arms, tilted the smaller man's head back, and 
eased his lips onto said band-mate's mouth. "So, getting back to something you said. believe you don't think l'm 
cute anymore." 

"You're not. You're fucking gorgeous. | figured that out a long time ago, by the way." 


“That's interesting. So, how long ago was that?" 


"Well, when we did our first video, | found this shirtless hunk twirling a sunflower around. It turned out that he 


was the singer for our band." 

"You're kidding, right?" 

"Am not!" 

"Nah. That long? Now you're just teasing me." 


"No, l'm not!" 


"How do | find out if you're serious?" 

"Get me out of the cold, and you might have an offer." 
"Well, let's get back to the car, then" 

"What about the bike?" 


"IIl get it" He nudged the kick-stand and walked with it until they were off the tracks, then jumped onto the 


seat. "Now, | remember you calling me an old man earlier..." 
Paul jogged after him. "You're not going to let me live that part down, are you?" 


‘I'd rather make you pay for it, actually." 


